VARNISH
SO ANOTHER CHAPTER BEGAN, FOR A YEAR LATER
I found myself in the porter's lodge at Lincoln
College collecting a miscellaneous assortment of
correspondence that awaited me in the pigeon-hole
marked "K". The greater part of it consisted of
circulars from tradespeople advertising flannels,
china, sport requisites and such things as a fresh-
man at Oxford might require. There were a few
letters on which I recognised familiar stamps from
India, which was now so far away, and the news
they contained was at least a fortnight old. Ail
the same those first letters were very welcome, for
I had a conscious feeling that after all it was my
home.
I went through the whole pile though my reading
was constantly interrupted by various college secre-
taries who asked me to join this and that club or
association, and rattled off the advantages they
offered to those who decided to join. Then came a
letter in an unfamiliar female hand. The stamp
showed an Oxford postmark and the address inside
read Woodstock Road. It was short and to the point,
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